THE MAGNATES

"From one point of view/' Noel went on, still addressing himself to
Francois, "it may be a good thing. They'll begin to get accustomed to
the fact that it's you who are in charge at the newspaper and the bank.
But your grandfather's quite right; what one needs is guts! And when
you've led men and risked your life for four years, it ought at least to
serve some useful purpose."

These were nothing but words to fill in time before leaving for the
station. But, at those moments, when he needed to reassure himself,
Noel Schoudler liked to remember the brilliance of Francois's war, and
his three mentions in despatches, as if the son's courage were enough for
two, It also went to prove that the Schoudlers "always came out of
things well."

"And that reminds me that your Legion of Honour hasn't come
through yet," he added. "It's ridiculous. I'll shake Rousseau up as
soon as I get back. Well, time's up; the women must be waiting for
us."

With a sinking feeling of anxiety growing moment by moment in his
extensive stomach, he leaned over the stool, brushing his black beard
against the long white whiskers.

"Goodbye, my boy," said the Patriarch, "Keep well. You're lucky;
Td like to be going with you."

Just as the giant was going out of the padded double doors, Jean-
Noel, steeling himself to be brave, ran towards him and said: "I know
what I want you to bring me back from the other world, Grandfather:
a toy train!"
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When the Ministry fell, all the members of Anatole Rousseau's office
had themselves put on the Minister's patronage list, one for a Sub-
Prefecture, another for a decoration, a soldier here for some diplomatic
post, and a civilian there for the curatorship of the War Museum. The
last days, supposed to be devoted to bringing current matters up to date,
were in fact taken up with the organization of everyone's private affairs,
Rousseau, who had loyalties to maintain, signed, on the eve of the
passing of his power, a whole batch of recommendations.

Simon Lachaume had no idea what he was going to do; he had no
immediate and precise plans, merely a negative ambition: not to return
to teaching. The idea of going back to the fourth form at Ix>uis-le-
Grand was intolerable to him. And the professorship which, thanks to
his thesis and the strings he could pull, he had successfully canvassed in
a provincial university, did not tempt him. The ten months he had
spent in office, though completely useless both to the country and him-
self, had nevertheless given him a taste for political intrigue and an
illusion of power. Henceforward he was lost to the vocation of educat-
ing youth. Anatole Rousseau agreed with him.
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